A          BRUSH           WITH           REFUGEES

" He believes I won't do it because I'm his enemy,
and enjoy letting him suffer," he said to himself.
" My God! I can't for the life of me shoot him.
And he'll die thinking that of me."

He began to retrace his steps towards the Battery
column, with the intention of asking one of the Troop
Commanders to put the fellow out of his misery.

" No. I can't do that," he reflected, coming to a
pause when out of earshot of the groans. " It's a
nasty job to ask anyone to undertake. They'll
wonder why I didn't do it myself. And I can't
explain. I hardly know, myself. ... I ought to
have done it, I suppose. Yet I couldn't, . . . Per-
haps it's merely a matter of lacking the moral courage.
. . . Still, the fact remains I hated that fellow. Aj&d
I think I hate him still. ... If I put a bullet in him
I'd never be quite sure I'd just acted out of pity. . . .
Poor devil! "

" Road clear, sir," announced a voice out of the
semi-darkness at his elbow.

" Thank God for that," exclaimed the Major, glad
to have other claims on his attention. " Get mounted."

In a few minutes the Battery Column had passed
out of sight.
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